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The fell one, the carrion-proud, far'd hath her

back-fare,
By her fill made all famous.    That feud hath she

wreaked
Wherein   yesternight   gone   by   Grendel   thou

quelledst
Through thy hardihood fierce with grips hard

enow,

For that he over-long the lief people of me
Made to wane and undid.    In the war then he

cringed,

Being forfeit of life.    But now came another.
An ill-scather mighty, her son to awreak;
And further hath she now the feud set on foot,
As may well be deemed of many a thane,       mi
Who after the wealth-giver weepeth in mind,
A hard bale of heart.    Now the hand lieth low
Which well-nigh for every joy once did avail you.

The dwellers in land here, my people indeed,
The wise-of-rede hall-folk, have I heard say e'en

this:
That they have set eyes on two such-like ere-

while,

Two mickle mark-striders the moorland a-holding,
Ghosts come from elsewhere, but of them one

there was,
As full certainly might they then know it to be,